THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"I daresay Mr. Jinks would put him up. Could he
stay out in a field?53

"Rather!"

We led him a quarter of a mile and found a farmer;
unsaddled him, groomed him, watered him and turned
him out into an immense acreage containing several
cows, several horses and the lushest of grass. He began
eating at once.

My host was a politician of definitely Left propensities;
it says much for his hospitality that we managed to talk
about Spain (which, in a world full of snarls, had now
superseded Abyssinia) without acerbity. After dinner I
began to realize that I was getting stiffer and stiffer. At
ten I asked if I might go to bed. I could hardly get up
the stairs. I had not remembered that it was fifteen
years since I had bestridden a steed and that one
couldn't resume such pastimes as though there had been
no interval. I read two pages of a pamphlet about
reconstructing the League of Nations; hardly needing
that assistance, I fell into deep and unbroken sleep.

"Your tea, sir, and madam says would you like your
breakfast in bed?"

"I would, but I don't have any breakfast as a rule."

"Not just some eggs?"

"Well, yes, I think I will." I didn't want the eggs,
but I wanted to stay in bed.

I read the papers. Even another scalding bath did
not unstiffen my thighs or take the ache out of my hip-
bones unaccustomed to the stretch of a horse now too
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